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MIDST thy Triumphs on the Deep, Sa 
Say Can a Britiſh Muſe prevail, 1 
Awhile to bid thy Thunders ſleep, 1 
Neglect thy Faux, to mind a Tan? 
| Fen Jove himſelf not always throws: N | 
His Shafts in Anger from the Sy; 3 | 
But when aveng d he views his Foes. - ; | Ts 
In proftrate Heaps, his Lightnings die. 1 RE: 
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To ſwell thy e own, or Britain's Toy; : 
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Thy victor Flags from Pole to Pole, 
May now; without a Rival Oo. 


8 * 


Wave on their Maſts cho? controul, 
than . a Foo. 


And rather wiſh, 


One Moment . d from his Fears, ; 
Let Bourbor' 8 i forget its Pain; Gia 

Till thy bold Squadron next appears 3 
And wakes his conſcious Fear again. ö 


Till ſhe is pleas' d more Fleets to build, 
Who leaves Thee nothing _ 2 
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Thy Laurels, tho already fair, 
"Twill greatly add to thy Renown, | 
That Naval Wreath which binds thy Hair, 


Exchanging for an Olive Crown, 


” « a 6 0 3 2 - Saad . ö * * * 9 . F 
i 
1 
1 oy * 
1 


what Wreaths has Gallia now to its 


While 


Who on his Po tg long relyid, : 


9 
b | 5 
*. . rd 44 #\ 


Shall grant that Peace to ERH) Sword; 
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To ſhade his Glory muſt un ite 
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How well his Fleets and Armies fight. 
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But ſure, brave H aw x you. think it odd. 021 


3 To keep a | Warriour from his Guns, 49009 Hon 
1 Of a ſtrange mortal and a god. 
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His Fav'rite Save, _great Lewis ' 0 IR. Re. HE 
To the fam d. Delpbic Shrine, to Knõ.mww· 17 
Apollo's Answer, if nent lent, 0 die © 
His Troops ſhou'd meet, and charge the Foe. .. 
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While forc'd, at laft, proud. Hallig . Kard, r 
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To 33 the awful god reply” 40 + W 5 
(And ſent his Reaſons Bat. in wa n 
The odds wou' d be on Holland's sic $21 Marg Hail 
Shou'd he ſtill ſeem reſolv d on Fighting ! J l 


Since ORANGE now her Councils ſteers 
Tell him, His Arms ſhe does defy; ett 5) 

And chat his honeſt brave Minbeers, 
Have no more Forts for France to buy. 


Acquaint his Hero's of Renown, m 
Who in Cockades and War delight; 


If they now hop'd to win a Town, 


Their Swords, as well as Gold muſt fight. 


Tho long his Troops in Safety fought, 
While Bourbon kept his Boes in Pay; 

Thoſe Foes with Gallic Bribes once bought, N e va 
Sleep now no longer, or betray. 1 6521 


Convince 8 


; 161 
Convince him when his Gen ral calls 
And bids Breda her Gates unfold 

To gain the Fortreſs, that his Balls 
Wou'd now do better than his Gold. 


« But ſhou'd our Armies want Succeſs, | 
« No future Wreaths in Holland gain ; 

" Pray can your godſhip tell, or gueſs - 
Our Fate next Summer on the Main. 


To Delphi's Shrine you need not come, 
Says ſneering Phabus, in reply - 

For wou'd you learn your Navy's Doom, 

Great HA w ER E can better tell, than I. 


By me, you need not ſure be told, 
To your proud Fleet that Fate remains; 
Conſult that Iſle — whoſe Priſons hold 
Ten Thouſand Gallic Slaves in Chains. 
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You want no Or acles or Ge if nidy mid inne 
The fatal Iſſue to-prefage 31) 12 ab 
Since Lewis ſelf muſt know the Odds hs 1 
When French with Britiſb Flags engage, 1 


Tell him, His Captains are to blame, 1 ort 1d 7 
Her dreaded Squadrons to withſtand ; - - 

Unleſs reſolv'd Fn WR that Fame, 1 i 
By Sea, his Troops have gain d by Led | 


Bergen may yield -— Tournay be loſt, 5 
But tell the Foes to Albis Crown, 
That 'twill more Blood and Bullets coſt 
Io board her Ships, than buy a Town. 


Your Fleets are only Britain's Slaves 
To diſtant: Worlds, which vainly roam, 
And plow the Seas remoteſt Waves, 
For her, to bring their Treaſures home, 
If 
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Your; warkke Veſfels 
Rather to trade in a 


« Ah! why fo hard, | + 
« When to compleat his juſt Renown © | _ 
« One only Glory lacks — DITION as. 
— Pray name it'Sir A Naval Crown. | 


<« Your Prophecies 

% For one who does in Arts excell — - 

% Alcides, tho himſelf a god, „ KT 
<« Ne'er conquer d more, or fought ſo well. 


e At Vict'ry riding by his Si 
Fou Deities perhaps may ſnecr; | 


« And Delphi's ſelf that Pow'r deride, - _ . 
« Which Europe's Kings have learn d to fear. 
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What, tho' his Veſſels now diſplay... 
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Not half the Flags, which once they bore ; 50 N | 
“Can hoiſt ye up full Fifty more! 


His Saints at Mart: and Yerſailes, 
« Whenc'er their Help he does invoke, 
Can, without Iron work up Nails, 


« Turn Elm or Maple into Oak ! 


He whiſtles — at their Maſter's Call 

% From Heav'n deſcending Angels crowd ; 
As he directs em, ready all = 

* To raiſe a Maſt, or mend a Shrowd ! 


Sce, Proſtrate ! ev'ry pious Hour, 

« Before their Shrines their Monarch pray; 
And who ſhall tempt that Sov reign's PoW r, 
% Who keeps a Guard of Saints in Pay! 
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Paris and 


ee The god upon his 
« Leſs dreaded and ador'd than hel _ 
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Did then his Heav'nly Squa 
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Says Phebus, a good Watch below ? 
Or was not half the Tribe aſleep, In 
d his Gallic Foe ? 


When Hawxs atta 


Then ſoftly wiſp'ring in his Ear — - 2 of 
Your Naval Fame no longer boaſt ; 

If I am right, tis time to fear, fort hunt, | 
When half your captive Fleet is loſt, _ F 


To the Sea-god your King ſhou'd ſend, | ” 
The Cauſe of his Revenge to know; 


Since Mars is now and then his Friend 8 : 5 | "of 


Why Meptune always is his Foe ? ot 5 3 3 
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To Piety ſo well inclin d, „„ 0 ll Batt 7 


RB Shou'd he the Ocean's Power invoke; n e 5 


He might be mov'd to be more kin + 4 ay 


And into Bullets turn your Smoke. 508910 1 wb 


Howe'er, perhaps, he may be right 


* N Y To think the Danger now 1s o'er 


Of loſing more Marines in Fight. 1) 


Since Hritain's Goals can hold no more. 


He ccas'd — The angry Chief replies, 
(When Phebus had no more to ſay) 


« That Frame ne'er minding Deities, 


« Knew the Fates Will, as much as they! 


cc That darkly what the Heaven's Decree, 


Their Tripods only cou'd relate; 


„ While Lewis, Lowendbal, and Hz, 
When'er they pleas'd, cou'd baffle Fate. 
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e That Leagues and Treaties were a Joke 3+ 
10 Which 7enchin ſwore were idle Things ; ; 

« And at the Altar fign'd, when broke _=_ 

e Shou'd ne'er diſturb, or trouble Kings. 1 _* 

." * _ 


« To Honours Fane, tho' Vows are paid, 
6 Its fruitleſs Maxims we diſpiſe; | 55 | "36 


Since gods muſt never be obey'd, 
« Who Glory beyond Juſtice prize. 
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Apollo, fearing to expoſe 
His acred Shrines, ſo long admir'd ; 
Leſt the Diſpute ſhou'd end in blows, - 

Left his dread Temple, and retir'd. 
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